FROM THE FILES OF THE POLICE DRAGNET 
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fhe city is an octopus flinging out its avenues like 
tentacles in all directions, mile after sprawling mile. 
fie city is palatial penthouses and mildewed slums, 
broad boulevards and paper-thin alleyways, stately 
office buildings ond tired tenements. ..tenements that 
huddle against each other as though seeking 
strength to stand another day. 

if be city is PEOPLE. 

{and the city's people like the c/'fys buiMngs...some 
Wold, some young; some short, some foil. J^/ne good, 
and some bad... 





Cphat's my lhe...the city's buildings 
* and the city's people. 

/Jjjy name is Marfc Fabian... Sergeant Mike Fabian 

J'm a cop 



allrfiti i ' . 






hllhlFIRE FLASHES M THE CITTS SAKMEHT DISTRICT AW PROPS OF CRIMSOM MOTTLE 
THE COSTLY SILVER BLUE FUR... 




'JT *ss* *m., my PAxmex, mr polo aw z scgiecHED to j st ok. 




Fte A LITTLE TOO LATE. THE HEISTEM HAVE LAMMED WITH THEI* LOOT...IW THEIf ILWTT HANPIinHK XCMAM.. 




jjWM m rseutJOEP mah mas caax/ep off, row amp i 

fpt TfJE^STAMPAXP QPEsTlOf/S JO THE FUR tV6#M&S. 



THERE WERE TWO OF THEM ...ONE 
SHORT, THE OTHER TALL. ..I — I 
WAS AFXA/P TO LOOK TOO 



#%£ THPgS HAS MAPS 0& WfJH $20. 000 WD%M &F MiHK. 
JHf EMFWVEES #E8E TOO SCAKEP PUMIHS ME HE/ST TO SE 
OF MUCH MEtP TO PS MOM M£ PO GET 0H£ /T£M THOUGH... 



I WEARP THAT, TOO.' 
HE WAS SOUTH£RM, 
ALL RIGHT.' THAT 
HELP AHY% 




tiftur 

ON A 

SOOP SHOW 

FOR THE 

citizens. 

he sihe theu 

* soop 

LOOK AT. 

EVERY MUG 

l¥E HAUL IN. 

HIE MANE 

EVERY 

CHARACTER 

TALK ON 

THE OFF 

CHANCE 

SOMEBODY 

WILL TAB A 

VOICE OR AN 

ACCENT. 
IT* PEAR 
CNR. NOBOPY 
RECOGNISES 
A FACE 
OR A VOICE... 



__ -10 AM) 1 /»Ak£ TH£ HOCK-SHOPS. W£ ALSO 

' "moor a mrew oh sv£ky suskctcb f£HC£. it's 

HO SCOXE...APPAXSNTLY, m£ THIASS HAY£HT Y£T 

rsmp to Mom th&x loor... r 




' NOW WE W4IT sy 
THE PHONE.' THAT'S 
THE HARP PART, 
MARK..' 




>EAK IS AH IHFOU4EK. X'/K A COP.' T'/K THE 

ast buyih the hoxlp to make a hepo OF 

A STOOLIE.'BUT KICK THIS APOUHP A IITTLE: 




■S OF YOU TAXPAYERS AXE SLEEPIHG SETHEEH YtWt 

"LILY~WHIIE SHEETS TOHI6HZ AHP LOTS OF JOU ARE 

tSOMHA LIVE OH AHP COLLECT VOI/R SOCIAL SECURITY 

BECAUSE SOME CAHARY LIKE BEAK KEPT H/S EYES 

AMP EARS PEELEP AHP MAPE SWEET AtLIS/C TO A 

COP LIKE ME... 




fWST KEEP IH MIHP THE NLMBER. OF CRIMES THAT IYOL/LP BE COMMITTEP EYmiERSAHP OTHER 
''GRIFTERS HAP S/OT THEIR PIPCES OEEH BRAKEP TO A SPPPSIY HALT BY AH /HF&RA4ER. JUST 
KEEP THAT JH A4/HP. 



&$0 WE WAIT A LOHS 
VtmIE OH BEAK. 
WE WAIT A LONG, 
LOHS TIME. THEN... 




HERE'S THE BEST I CAH PO, HI YEAH... I2 r ." AVENUE AHP 



fabian: the vine thinks 
the fur heists are fulxsp 
a couple of l4mmisteks 
from floripa/ they're 
hole? up in a west sipe 




STREET.' BUT RE- , 
MEMBER, FABIAN...; 
v AIN'T SURE.. 

WE'LL 
r THROW A 

. ON 'EM,; 
> PRONTO.' 
T OWE YOU A^ 
: FAVOR, BEAK.'f. 



9>/0AM. mt so through m 
fisPHtust. aur the yesss *■('*£ 
stalking are out. the clerk 
doesn't savvy where they 
tvenr.. 



fdSOBABLY, SAYS PAT 
v grimly, THEY'RE OFF 
CASING ANOTHER JO/NT 
TO KNOCK OVER. BUT M& 
KNOW WE'RE ON TO S&HE- 
THIHS. THAT TRUCK 
THERE IS NO COINCIDENCE. 





I lilt AM. ENTER A CHARACTER If MB' 
MIGHT BE THE SMALLER OF THE DaO 
WE'RE AFTER. THE THING THAT 
STOPS US IS... HE'S AlOfVS.' AND 
HE DOESN'T EVEN FUCK AN £y£- 
LASH AT THE TRUCK. 




4:10 PM. TALK ABOUT-COPS HAVING FIAT FEET.' 
HELL, HERE'S OUE OF THE REASONS. SEVEN HOURS I'M 
STANDING HERE NOW. NOT A THING'S HAPPENS!? 
EXCEPT FMT'S RADIOED ANOTHER DEPARTMENT CAR, 
WHICH IS STANDING BY AROUND THE CORNER l/Y 
CASE ANYTHING POES... 



/ HAVE !D MAKE AH IMPORTANT DECISION, SO I SIC 
VpATONTO THE SUSPECT. POLO TAKES AFTER HIM S£V 
IN OUR CAR... WU 









YtAH, SERGEANT FABIAN; ICCO REPORTS N 
THE OTHER CAB PROVE AIMLESSLY FDR 
A FEW HOURS.' COUPLE OF MINUTES 
AGO IT PARKEP IN THE FUR SECT/ON 
57 1 ? ANP 7 T f.' POLO'S THERE HOW, 
WATCHING IT.' 



Mr* NO SURPRISE TOME TNATMr P/GEO// Pi/US UP AT 
"nVAW TfSECAdSE »X /VCW I'KE SOT Ml IPEA Or 
HOW WE 7NU6S OPERATE mTHOt/r MERCHANTS OR 
MSSERB? SETTING NEP NHr/L it's TOO LATE? 




... the poop &&m amp et/r e&Mm 

HQGG/Ef #£'$ WA&EP MTH i,0£>T 
8U7 NE LOOKS fOfS ALL 7lH£ 
iVOeiP LIKE ANY OTNEX MES- 

sengep. no tvo/wea, on tnbip 

PPEV/OWS HEISTS, NOBOPY EVEP. 
NOT/CEP M/M L0APW6 THE TOUCH/ 



ff lit *m&e. &r*m& mm ^T 

**#Ai/i- wmxx/T TrPPlN* im NgP 

m n/m... 




JW AT TH/S /MMEPIATE MOMENT, THE -JOINT 
STARTS JUMP/MS! THE THPG Pi/LLS A SECOND 
'AMP SNAPS A SHOT AT ME.' t pUCht...SUr„ 



f) throw m cum pom/, mum epass ah armful of 
Wmihkahp Mas our the noon, w e/sht thins 

HEAR SPNF/RE .' I COME PUNAVAV OUT TO FIND 
THAT POLO HAS ARRIVED AUK LIKE THE MARINES, 
HAS THE S/TUAT/ON WELL. /N /MAP/ 




■S/E * LAST ACT BEfORE THEPOORS CLAMS SHUT 8EH/HD . 
* If TO LEAP US 7P THE CACHE. TH4T WRAPS IT UP... 



OH votm 

salarx you'p 

BE IKWESTIGATEP 

EVEN IF XXJ , 

BOUGHT ONE. 1 

SO PUT JT POWH, 

VOWH,' 




fi)oBERT E. LEE SIHCLAIH 
\fP AMP ELLIS HMCIti, 
\ MORE WTPELY 

I KNOWN UNDER 

I THEIR ALIASES 
I OP TAMPA 

and ftoeeie, 

ARE SOON 

THEREAFTER, 

TRIED OH A 

CHARGE OF ROBBERY 

IN THE FIRST 
DE6REE. AS A RESULT 
OF JUDGEMENT 
MSSEP UPON THEM AFTER 
THAT TRIAL, WE FUR 
INDUSTRY NEED NOT 
HORRY ABOUT THEIR 
ACTIVITIES FOR 
THE N£XT 
TWENTY, OK 
TWENTY-FIVE YEARS.' 



<Z&eENVof 



WITH THOSE DELICATELY- SHAPES HANDS AND L0N6, 
AUTISTIC FINBERS, //ECTOR OOMLAUT MISHT HAVE 
BECOME ONI Of THE WORLD'S MEAT PAINTERS... OK... 




... THOSE SAME SENSITIVE FIWERTIPS AflSHT HAVE 
CARRIED HIM TO RICHES AND RENOWN AS THE 
GREATEST CONCERT PIANIST OF OUR TIME ... 



%?miE, HECTOR DID REACH THE VERY PINNACLE OF PERFECTION. BUT WAS IT IN THE WORLD 
OF ARTS THAT HE CHOSE TO EMPLOY HIS TALENTED MITTS? NOT PRECISELY! HECTOR, YOU 
SEE,BECAMEA CANNON. 




WHAT HAPPENED TO 

HECTOR THE SPECTRE? 

WELL 




IS HE 6REW OLDER, //BOTOX PROGRESSED SENSATIONALLY IN HIS CHOSEN PROFESSION. 
MAIN REASONS BEING: ® HE IS POSSESSED OP AN UNCANNY "SHIFT SENSE " 
AND(g) HE IS A MASTER IN THE USE. OF THE! "STIFF." 



etUFT SENSE IS THAT OUAI.ITY WHICH CNABUSA CANNON 
HOT ONLY TO PICK AN EASf MARK, BUT TO SAUSf HIS 
VICTIM'S REACTION, WHICH WAY H£U TURN, ETC. 




THE STIFF IS SIMPLY A FOLDED NEWSPAPER, 
WHICH COYEffS HIS HANDS IN ACTION. 




KG PARDON.' (THAT'S OKAY, 
DIDN'T MEAN /CHUM.' ACCIDENTS I 
TO BUMP JL ,- HAPPEN/ 

you.' J 

HEH 1 

HSHJ 



HECTOR OPERATES IN ELEVATORS, W 
GROUPS WAITING FOR TRAFFIC LIGHTS TO 

CHANGE, IN MOVIE TICKET LINES . 

MS FIGURES ANYWHERE THERE'S A 
CMOtYD, THEBES A FAST 
AHt> BASY BI/.CAT 




HOW ANO THCN OTHERS IN THE PSOFtSS/OV 
FALL UPON HARD DAYS... 



THE BULIC JUST \M6, I UFT 

6RABBEP HARRy \A WAUET OFF ' 

THE HOOK.' IT'S A MARK VES- 

GETTiNG SO 

THEy WON'T 

EVEN LET A 

Buy MAKE 

A LIVING 

MYMORElj 




3ur these joes hector HBeMtosAS perry— 

FIT ONLY FOR NOVICES. HOW fog HIMSELF HE 
CHOOSES THE MOST OEMAHOIHa CATEGORY 
OF ALL — "PIT WOKKe*"f 



tPITOfl'S NOTE: 

for those of 

you unacquainted 

WITH CON 

lexicon, we 
PAUSE briefly 

TO EXPLAIN. 

THC PIT 

IS THE HARD- 

TO- REACH 

INSIDE 

BREAST POCKET 

OF A MAN'S 

JACKET, 

WHEREMANY 

MALES KEEP 

THEIR 

WALLETS. 





THESE AXE LUSH OAYS IHOEED FOR HECTOR THE 
SPECTRE. FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HIS SLISy 
CARgER HE CAN AFFORD TO THINK OF OTHER 
THINGS BESIDES HIS WORK,.... 



Am SOON, EVANGELINE, 
WRY SOON... J SHALL 
BE ABLE TO ASK YOU 
TO BECOME MfCS. 
H6CTOR THE SPECTRE.' 




.. you SHALL HAVE \0H, EVANGELINE.' EVERY- 
THIS, AS A TOKEN JTHING I HAVE IN LIFE < 
OF MY LOVZ.' IT IS /i STOLE.' THIS IS TOE \ 
A MINIATURE OF ^FIRSTTIME ANYONE EVER I 
(MCE ME ANYTHING.' 
ILL CARRY THIS SOLD- ' 
FILLED MINIATURE NEXT J 
TO MY HEART , 
FOREVER/ 




'HEREUPON -- 
'AN AWAKENED 
CONSCIENCE IS 
A WOND'ROUS 
THING! — 
HECTOR LEAPS 
THE LAW TO 
SUCH OF HIS 
LOOT AS REMAINS 

ON HAND. 

THUS ENDS OUX 

REPORT ON HIM, 

EXCEPT PERHAPS 

TO ADO THAT HE 

STILL SEES 

EVANGELINE. 

ONCE EVERY 

MONTH, ON 

VISITORS' 

DAY 



H IS FOR HOMICIDE 



DETECTIVE Sgt. Mark Fabian reluctantly 
dropped his newspaper as the telephone 
shrilled in the squad room. His gimlet grey eyes 
combed the room half hoping someone else had 
heard it and would answer. But he was doing a 
lonesome act. Nobody else was in the room. With 
s disgusted sigh, he let his tilted chair come to rest 
on all fours and reached for the phone. 

"Homicide. Fabian speaking." 

He held the receiver to his ear and reached for a 
scratch pad on which he quickly scribbled some- 
thing. Then, with something like a grunt, cradled 
the receiver and reached for his hat. With the same 
easy motion he propelled himself toward the door. 

,> Where's Polo?" he barked to a detective in- 
tently studying his countenance as he massaged it 
with an electric shaver. 

"Aren't you guys on speaking terms anymore?" 
grinned the detective. "There's talk that you guys 
even bathe together." 

Pat Polo was Fabian's partner and they went 
together like .bam and eggs. But the levity of the 
detective didn't sit well with Fabian. 

"Cut die comedy," he snapped. "We have to 
check something out on a call that just came in." 

"He's having a cup of coffee at the. Greek's," 
answered the detective. Fabian was already moving 
to die door with a lithe-like grace before the sen- 
tence was half finished and the echo of the slammed 
door filled the room. With a shrug the detective 
went back to his shaving. 

Two minutes later, a squad car skidded to a stop 
tn front of a small beanery and the impatient honk- 
ing of the horn made Pat Polo whirl around on his 
stool and glance out into the street. He dropped his 
cigarette butt in the half-finished cup of coffee, 
fished out a dime and walked out toward the car. 

"What's the hurry?" he complained. 

But Fabian had the car in gear and roared away 
from the curb with a getaway that snapped Polo's 
head back. 

"How many cups of coffee do you have to have ?" 
he said irritably. 

Fabian's touchy disposition meant one thing to 
Polo. They were going out on a case. And Fabian 
was already winding himself up for come what 
may. They let silence take over for a couple of min- 
utes as the car maneuvered swiftly through traffic. 
Fabian hated to use the siren except in extreme 
emergencies and the way he handled the car, it sel- 
dom was necessary to use the whine to shove traffic 
out his way. 

Finally, Polo spoke up. "Okay, I'm listening. 
What's it all about?" 

"It's that dame we had stashed away. The little 



witness who was going to help us finally get our 
hooks into Mario." ( 

"What about her?" frowned Polo. "Only us and 
the D. A. know where she is." 

"Somebody else found out about our little secret. 
They just found her with three neat, round bullet 
holes in her." 

Polo whistled under his breath. "There goes our 
case." 

"You're fast on deduction today, Partner." 

Polo didn't have time to drum up an answer to 
the biting sarcasm as the car skidded to a stop in 
front of an empty lot. A crowd of curious men and 
women were being waved on by an officer, but they 
morosely kept peering toward the lot where some 
other officers were huddled around a figure on the 
ground. The picture of the crumpled body with a 
long shapely leg stretched out as if exhibiting its 
former beauty met Polo and Fabian's eyes as they 
came up to the group. 

A patrolman stood up and respectfully ad- 
dressed Fabian. "Sharkey here was walking his beat 
when he heard the mutt whining around the body. 
I mean — he didn't see the body until the mutt drew 
his attention to it. The weeds and all that — ." 

"Did you call for an ambulance?" 

"Yes, Sarge. And the body is just the way we 
found it. The medical examiner is giving it the 
once over now. Boy — she sure was a good looking 
babe." 

"You can get back on your beat now. I'll talk to 
Sharkey. And for crying out loud, get those nosey 
customers ganging up on the sidewalk moving." 

Fabian recognized Moscowitz, the medical ex- 
aminer as he drew closer to the body. That long 
shapely leg sticking out the way it did revealing 
a patch of skin where the stocking line ended 
seemed sort of offensive to Fabian. Almost as if 
she was on the make again. Moscowitz walked up 
to him and began to spell out what he knew in that 
tired voice of his. 

"Three shots, Sarge. The first one probably did 
the trick. It caught her in the back of the head and 
hit the brain. One got her in the neck and the other 
one in the back," 

Fabian nodded in an abstract way while bis eyes 
searched the area. To one side, he noticed a shiver- 
ing poodle who whined intermittently. 

"Is that the mutt?" he pointed. 

Polo was at his elbow. "Yep. She must've been 
walking it when they gave it to her. Nobody heard 
any shots. I figure they had a silencer." 

"These dames and their mutts. I told her. to stay 
under cover until the trial was over." 

"You gotta get some air. If I'm in one room 



more than 24 hours, I'm ready to start conking my 
bean against the wall." 

Fabian started to say something and then he 
grinned wryly at Polo who winked back while he 
unwrapped a stick of gum which he stuck into his 
fat face. 

"Okay, Moscowitz," sighed Fabian, as he heard 
the dim whine of the ambulance approaching. "I 
guess it's pretty cut and dry. You can have her." 

"What now?" asked Polo, as he fell into step 
with him. They traced their way back out of the 
weeded lot kicking tin cans out of the way. 

"What do you think, Pat?" replied Fabian. "She 
was our case. What do you think?" 

"I think we're going to be throwing a lot of 
questions at our boy, Mario," answered Polo, al- 
most as if talking to himself. 

They slid behind the wheel of the squad car and 
started back to the precinct. Suddenly, Fabian 
whipped the wheel more than a half turn to his left 
and they skidded into a U turn and started off in 
another direction. 

"You ought to give a guy notice when you do 
something like that," barked Polo. "Where we 
going?" 

"Why wait for him to frame a nice story which 
he'll have time to do if we call him in. Let's catch 
him with his tongue twisted by grabbing him in his 
club. He won't have time to think so fast— espe- 
lially if he don't expect us." 

"You're on the ball, Sonny. I think I would have 
liked to have thought of that" 

A few minutes later, the car drew up before a 
tught club whose facade was covered with half- 
dressed show girls. Fabian couldn't help thinking 
how kind night was to the greyish-looking build- 
ing. It was the lights blinking and winking that 
brought the tinsel magic to these shoddy places. A 
pinch-faced slim hood stared curiously as the car 
stopped and cockily walked toward the car keeping 
his hands in his pocket. As Polo heaved his bulk 
out, recognition dawned in the hood's eyes and he 
quickly whirled around and slithered through the 
door. 

"He went to tell Papa company's coming," 
laughed Polo wryly. 

Fabian vaguely nodded and Polo was aware of 
the impersonal film that had coveted his eyes. He 
knew that look and it boded no good to friend 
Mano. They pushed open the door of the club to 
find two more of Mario's boys smiling mirthlessly 
at them. 

"Hi Sarge — yer a little early for the first show. 
The goils don't go on until ten o'clock." 

"Where's Mario?" Fabian blandly asked. And 
his voice seemed almost gentle. 

One of them shrugged in an exaggerated man- 
ner. "I don't think he's come in yet. Is the boss in 
yet?" he said, stalling for time, as he turned to the 
other one. 

Before he could answer, Fabian and Polo heard 
a silky voice behind them. 

"Somebody looking forme?" It was Mario with 



tiny beads' of perspiration dotting his brow. He 
was buttoning the jacket of his suit and there was 
almost something breathless about the deliberate 
calm way he moved and talked. No doubt he had 
been taken by surprise at the appearance of Fabian 
and Polo. 

"Let's go into your office, Mario. I want some 
answers," said Fabian in an ofl-hand way. Even 
Polo was surprised at the low pitch to his voice. 

Mario started to say something and then remem- 
bering the act he was putting on gallantly indicated 
a doorway in the background. As the trio moved 
off on the scuffed carpet, his two henchmen began 
to follow. 

Fabian suddenly stopped and swung around. His 
glance contemptuously raked the two hoods who 
paused. "You're not invited. Get lost." 

His voice has taken on an ominous note and the 
two hoods looked in embarrassed silence to Mario 
for instructions. Mario smiled and showed his even, 
white teeth. 

"You heard what the detective said, Boys. Get 
lost." 

Mario didn't bother to hold the swinging door 
of his office open for Fabian and Polo but let it 
slam contemptuously toward them. He headed for 
his desk and reached for a cigarette. Fabian no- 
ticed that he was trying hard to keep his hand 
steady as he put the match to it. 

"What made you think you could get away with 
it," barked Fabian, without any preliminaries. 

"I don't know what yer talkin' about," replied 
the gangster, as he flopped into the leather chair 
behind his desk, "Do what?" 

"Those gunsels of yours are slipping," said 
Fabian. "We got to the girl before she passed out 
Her description tallies with those hoods outside." 

Mario tried to stretch his lips into a smile, but 
his twitching lips only accented his greenish pallor 
when he digested what Fabian had said. 

"Let's go downtown," said Polo coming toward 
him. 

Mario's answer was to utter a soft oath, pull 
open a drawer and snake his hand toward a .38. At 
the same time, Fabian darted toward him from the 
other side, lifted one of his size 11 brogans and 
kicked the drawer shut pinning Mario's hand. The 
screech of pain Mario let out brought his boys on 
the run but Polo's gun had the business end facing 
them and they wilted. 

As they herded Mario and his gunsels toward 
the pie wagon, Pat Polo turned to Fabian. "He had 
to do something stupid because he didn't have a 
story ready. I never thought he'd buy that yarn of 
yours." 

"I always figured their thinking tanks were over- 
rated. If they had any real brains, they wouldn't 
play outside the law." 

Polo nodded. "Anyway, we saved the citizens 
the expense of a court trial." 

THE END 



at 



was spawned in a neighborhood where the kids learned ah the answers at an early 
e. Atost of them drifted Into gangs-- took pride t'n their "toughness* They were ham 



^ndcym'cQf with an "HI get m/ne" att/tttde. Nobody knows w/fat guided kermyCbgon 
into the ranks or the police department but when he put on the un/form, he took. 
pr/cte In toeing 




/*EU, WELL- 


TwE'LL BE SEEING 


WELL 


WE X 


WALKING «V 


/ LOCAL BOY 


1 EACH 


OTtJER, 
THS r 


, PDN'T WANT ' 


kWAY, WILLIE? 


1 MAKES 


' BRUNO. 


THAT 


■ilCE 


iMOM'LL HAVE 


1 SCOP, y 


, e MY BEAT, y 


SHINY 


BARSE 


PINNER . 


\ EH' / 


Vnow 
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PUSTY 
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'pipn't i till you me'p rey to 

THROW HIS WEISHrABOUNP AS 

SOON AS HE PUT ON THE 

.UNIFORM? THAT'S HOW THEy 

ALL ARE 

' WELL, HE 

AIN'T SHOV/N' 

k «E AROUNP.' 

I A COPPER-. 



W=, 



wM 



•JW HOT £V£J??BOPY /H Tf£ t/E/SHSOWOOP 
**F£17 MAT M4Y J&Oi/r COPS.,. 




BOY...AtY POGS ARE 
SARKIN6.' NOW I KNOW 
WHY THEY CALL US 
FLAT FEET. THAT'S HOW 
I'M GOING TO WINP UP. 
WHAT'S FOR PINNER ?,/MY OLP 
MAN 
COMES 



/YFAHH... HE SAIP....' W WASH UFJ WILLIE.'! 
HERE HE IS NOW.' I PINNER'S REAPy.' J 








• 


^""r 


9l ^cWl 




1 


»i 




: 1 




wtws 'Ifobset rr, kenn* 

EATING /CAN'T FIGURE THAT 
HIM? JBOt OUT /nySELF 
HEBE-EAT WHILE 
IT'S MICE ANP HOT.' 



LEAVE HIM ALONE, \ 
MA... HE'LL SET 1 

OVER IT— I GUESS.' 

THINK- 




\Wne/ LEFT HIM AUXJE-AND HE CONTINUED To 




fZjB MOVED WITH AH EAS% SNAKV MOT/&V 
*"4tH0 H/S W/CE WAS SttKY AS HE SPIT OUT 
THE HOWS THROUGH CiOSEP TEETH. AH0 
Sl/PPEHLV HE WAS /H THE/R M/pST AS If HE 
HAP_ MATEA/AUZEP OUT Of TH/H A/X*>. 

/SURE. HE AIN'T FOXGETTJHG 
I WILLIE'S SOT NO COPS 




tifrl£ fflMtiY Bi/fflYOF THE C/TY ST#££TS HAP 

Vg/vem tfAY to we &//et of amrvt whsm the 
cosAVAMimwr poo* ms outsriy ofs/v&p.,. 









§L 






.-.. ^^^B ■•■■ 






~.J 


, g*.~c J 




Mho/meat 

xmmp mm 
the rmtf ropes 

OF FEAff AMP 
AHMET*, 
THEY 
AttOMrHMEP 
WPEfi CPOSS* 
TCWt/ W A 
T/tUCK. IF 
THESE WAS 

sue/ SOME 
way m set 

our OF IT.' 

but they 
etiwr cms 

SHOW SPIDER 
THEY USEE 

AFeAie: 

AFTEK AU*„ 
7HEY WEPE 
SUPPOSEP TO 
BE TOUSH! 
AMP THE// 

IT 
SSTAWTEP! 




fpHE COPS WST/MCT MfiNeP THAT 
*%f4? HAVE TO MOVE FAST AW 
HE SESAf/ TO PfOlVL. 7H£ HE/SH- 
8Q8HOOP MHT/L HE P/CKEP #P 
A X.EA0-. 



WP THEN THE CLOCK BEAP ftlS 

/H THAT LOFT OH /9V STREET 

AHP tH/HSS WERE SOU MWMWS... 



ALL RIGWT, POP 
I'LL HAVE TO S 
AWP IT'S SOIN 
A COP'S GUN 


..LOOKS LIKE \ 
IVE IT TO VUH... 
• TO BE WITH/ 


M/ 


f-PON'T/ 






/ 




m 
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IB 





1>A CAB STOLEN WITH THE CONNIVANCE OF AN 
owner EAGER TO COLLECT THE INSURANCE. 



|*OP6BATE A CONFIDENCE <3A«g.l 



[Vfortcing the day watch out of M/SS/A/G P£R$ONS you meet some interesting 
mam characters, ative and otherwise. And I cant heip feeling sorry for this 
ft me guy, Wrtstabie. His wife's disappearance /eaves trim a/one in the 
w&r/et—he needs consoiation, sympathy... and it teads me smack into the 



ICASEOFTHE 




men I f/rst see Mr, Steven Wirtstabte he is upset and worried, tt 
coutot be an act because when a wife disappears the first guy you 
tab as fne wrongo is tier husband. But I can see M'nstabie is 
either sincere or he's the wor/d's greatest actor. 



WE-WEVE ALWAYS 
BEEN SO UAPPY, 
EVELYN ANP I... 
WHY SHCXJL7 SHE 
WALK OUT ON ME, 
PETECTIVE FABIAN 
WHY? 



TAKE IT EASY. MR. 
' IV/NSTABLE.' MAYBE , 
IT WASN'T A WALK! \ 
iEVER OCCUR TO 
pOU SHE *1!GHT'VE 
MET WITH 
FOUL PLAY ? A 



SAYS 
LITTLE 

W/M STABLE 
FOUL 
FLAY 




Jy SIPEK/CK, fttT POLO COMES /A/ AS 
W WWSTASLE LEAVES, ANU WHEW X 
&fV£ H/M THE FACTS,,. 

'UM.. -L/M... WHAT A ' 

PISH.' SHE HASN'T 
PfSAPPEAHEP, FABIAN- 
IT'S SIX, TWO AHt? EVEN 
SOME JOKER'S -MAPE 
HER A BETTER OFFER./ OUT. TO SPENI? 
ANI7 SHE'S TOOK i 
OPP WITH HIM.' 




~ze 



J WHILE. LATER, SHE 0&£S BOS VF? 0L/T NOT /H THE HAY X F/SL/RE. 

'THE BOPY OF A SIO/SPE /S &RAGGE& FROM THE PR//VK— FULLY 
CLOTHEP, BEAR/HG HO MARKS OF AHY K/NP, WOLEHT OR OTHERt*7SE. 
THE TELEPRlHTEP PESCRIPTION' CHECKS PRETTY GOOP WITH Ol/R 
PATA OV WMSTABIE'S FRAi/^, 



■ -/ GE r fqlo re ■■ 
*^A FAST CH£CK 
OH THE W/NSTA3LES, 
AHP LEARH SHE'S 
A AHTE 
YOi//YtSER THAN" 
HE, B£/T 
fi/OBOPY'S EVER 
KNOWN HER 
TO PLAY 
AROUHP. 
THEY'RE 
HAPPY/ 
THEY'RE ALSO 
FA/RIV 
WELL OFF, 
HER FATHER, 
HAVIH& 
LEFT HER 
SOME 
MOHEY . 
I TELL 
WHSTA3LE /VOT 
TO WORRY- 
SHE'LL PROBABLY 
BOB i/P 

//* A 

PAY OR 

SO. 



SpHEOPPS A%£ A&A/HST (T, Mf/T OH A Hl/MCH JT 
ImET HOIP OF $>Tg¥EM WtNSTA&LE, AHP WHEN I 
S£7 0OMV7VW, THE CORONER JS ■Jl/ST COMPLETING 
U/S AVf£$T/<SAT/0M 






£%?£ SHOWS M£ THROUGH 
THE HQUS£-THAT /S, -l 

MOST OF THE HOt/SE,. ffi 



know cops: you'P finp \ 
a way to unseal the 
grave anyhow.' so i'm 
5ignino your ex.huwaton 
orp£r fabian , because 
" know the autopsv'll 
prove she pies? feo/m 
drowning — just like 
the coroner sa1c? 




SENSATIONAL OFFER OF HARD-TO-GET STAMPS'. 

.A m ^ ALL-DIFFERENT 



GUARANTEED $ 7 



$■714 CATALOG 
* VALUE 



/n/WVWV 



SPECIAL IMPORTED XOLLECTIOH < ff 

IHCLUDES THESE VALUABLE STAMPS & SETS: < 




■Su5' ; ; 



*::¥?£ ; '« 



WAR PROPAGANDA 

SET — unusna) British 
iseue — 4 excitinir ac- 
tion shots to help the 
war effort. ■ 



GOYA NUDE— Spain shocked 
the world with this sensa- 
tional portrait of the Nude 
Duthe**. It's the mo3t famous 
»iamp ever issued — over 23 
years old ! 



STALIN DEATH STAMP— ALBANIA: CHURCHILL- 

black-bordered ponnit of the ROOSEVELT — famous under- 
late ruler of the Soviet world, sround liberation set pictures 
Issued by a satellite country the 2 great siatesmeo. For use 
deep behind the feared Iron when Albania is liberated 
Curtain. from Communism. 



YOU ALSO GET hundreds of other fascinating and unusual stamps 
and sets from ail over the world! A grand total of 314 all-different" 
stamps — guaranteed $~Ji Catalog Value — all yours for only 25?\ 
What a bargain! Why, the Spain Goya Nude stamp alone is worth 
more than the 25* you pay for the entire collection ! And just think of 
the hours upon hours of fun you'll have poring through this giant 
collection — filling hundreds of blank spaces in your album at the amass- 
ing bargain rate of 13 stamps for K. 

SUPPLY LIMITED! FIRST C0Mf-fJR5T SERVED! 
We're making this sensational offer to introduce you to our famous 
Bargain Approvals — which we'll send you for free examination. But 
hurry! The supply of these bargain packets is necessarily limited — 
once the stamps shown here are gone, there just won't be any more! 
So mail coupon NOW ! If coupon is clipped, send 25c direct to: 

ZENITH CO., D«p». JZ-1, SI Willoughby St., Brooklyn 1, N. Y. 



FREE 



MIDGET ENCYCLOPEDIA 
OF STAMPS 



titter (shims y»» how . l0 ', ALL 





ALLIES MILITARY GOV'T— unique m 
jointly Issued by U.S.A. and Great 
Britain for use In Occupied Germany. 



ZENITH CO. 8 L w o»N y . S Y *' 



ZENITH CO., Dap*. KB- 1 

81 Willoughby St., Brooklyn 1, N. Y. 

Here's my 254. Send me entire collection de- • 
scribed in this ad— 314 all-different stamps— plus I 
FREE "Midget Encyclopedia of Stamps." In- 1 
elude, for free examination, your latest Bargain . 
Approvals. 



Oty 



Stogrf- 



1THEYMAILEDTHIS COUPON 



"and look what I did for them 



m 






(Please print 




write 


plan 


ly 


















DM under 14 years 
Booklet A. 


of 


UK 






here lor 




#£JYMm0ti44fm 



WITH TWO ROUS OF FILM 



COMPUTE 



m 



•^^ 'A MAI CAMtKA - JWTA Ti>y/ 

CAAXy/A/6 C4S£ 'US£S STAtf0A/tP#/27 /V/L/H/ 

OP 1/Z4&P (MM PIASTIC 'TAXe /(, P/crV/i£S />£R XOUf 

a#iY 25? 'MXWOCVS-A/MAMDO/CK! 

add /2ts///pp/m Cf/AR6£S * mo co- p. i 'WArre oepr.c. 
* *.*.**> * m * a-*> *>* 7S5 W&MW2R. 
G£Wi S4/JFS Cff. £*TM*l9m*J: 



